*    The Fatal Hunting   *

pastime, for there was always the chance that a white
elephant might be taken. It was accepted as established
that a white elephant was one of the incarnations as-
sumed by future Buddhas. To own a white elephant
meant that living with you was the very entity (in a
state of early development perhaps, but the very entity)
which at last after many lives among men would attain
to the complete enlightenment, the comprehension of
all things. You could not tell which Buddha he was to
be, whether the next or one of the many to come, but
ultimately in endless time he would reach that delect-
able state. So to feel that eating his hay in your stable
was a great spirit, which one day would save the world,
was deeply comforting, for if you were good to him,
treated him well, he might bless you then or later and
at long last carry you with him to the incomparable
bliss of Nirvana.

Usana's head trapper was an old man called U Naga
or, as we might say, Uncle Dragon. He was small and
dried up; his skin was like tight parchment; a white
moustache and a few white whiskers strayed on his face.
Though fifty years of age, he could walk twenty miles
a day. In the respectful but independent manner of his
kind he replied to the King's questions.

"The news is good, Lord/ he said. "In the jungle
called Natsein a large herd is eating. Yesterday I myself
peeped at them through the leaves of a banyan tree. I
counted two hundred/

'Were there any beasts of unusual quality?' asked the
King.

"There were some great beasts/ replied U Naga with
caution, fingering his whiskers.
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